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ap ,.. _SLOPER’S GROUSE MOOR AT BLACKPOOL. 
i, oor Pa’s ingenious endeavour to provide the visitors to Blackpool-with cheap sport, very nearly resulted in a prosecution by the Society for the Prevention 
: : uelty to Animals, and it was only by conclusively proving that the weapon used was loaded with blank charges that he managed to escape from the clutches 
he myrmidons of the law. This damaging admission, of course, exposed the whole swindle, and explained the inability to kill anything unanimously 
nifested by Papa’s patrons, amongst whom my unhappy Parent afterwards spent what Mamma terms a very mauvey cat d’hooer.”—Toorste. 


A CRIMINAL CAREER. 


—2— 


THOMAS DE PUZEY, whose claim to the aristocratic 
prefix appeara to have been valid, though he dropped it 
whenever he figured in the “dock,” was born in 1837. His 
father hanged himeelf in the lock-up at Uxbridge, and his 
suicide forms a gloomy prologue to an ugly story. His 
young family removed to Paddington, and at once went to 
the bad, Thomas and his sisters becoming assuciates of 
thieves and lawless ruflians. 

On November 8th, 1856, in his nineteenth year, Thomas 
was in a beer-shop where a labourer drew his wages and 
changed a pound, He followed the unfortunate fellow, and 
as soon as he came up with him, struck him a violent blow 
on the temple with a “life-preserver,” inflicting such severe 
injury that it was three weeks before he recovered con- 
sciousness, and nearly two months before he was able to 
leave his bed. The labourer’s wife gave the alarm, and the 
young scoundrel and an accomplice made their escape 
without securing any money. When taken some time 
afterwards, Puzey admitted the assault, but denied that he 
had any intention of committing a robbery, and the jury 

: gave credit to his story, In vain did the judge ask them 
wane. : . Te : =e ae . . whether they shougnt _ per ae man down cr mere 
“i by tradesmen *to ' 4, bet * \ amusement, an inted out that the victim's wife was a 
tthe extent»that: he can oHis mehere so takes a sche trip,to the seaside. N@icing where he was wandering, be became witness to this eilemptad highway robbery perpetrated by a 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Was sentenced to three months’ imprisonment, and was not heard of 
untila year later, when he was indicted. for robbing Lord Foley's 
house in Grosvenor Square, A lady friend of Thomas’, a very 
pretty girl, was sent to make the acquaintance and win the affec- 
tions of the “steward's room boy.” The family were from home, 
and about three thousand pounds’ worth of plate was carried away, 
Mor his share in this robbery Pazey was sentenced to three years 
penal servitude, . 

In less than two years, however, he was out ona ticket-of-leave, 
andl was concerned in two robberies, but escaped punishment, and 
in June, IS61, he and a companion named Reeves perpetrated their 
Jast and most desperate crime. 

Mrs. Sarah Green, an azed and infirm lady, who possessed some 
minount of plate and other valuable portable property, lived at 
5 Fulham Place, Paddington, Puzey and some associates made 
the acquaintance of a woman who had acted as the old lady's nurse 
and sent her one night into the house to see the cook, She asked 
the cook to have some gin and borrowed the latch-key to fetch it. 
She then let in Puzey and Reeves, : 

Mrs. Green was sitting in her bedroom, having sent her house- 
maid to bring up supper, when she saw a tall man, his face covered 
with a mask, aivanclne towards her from the door, followed by 
another, who crept stealthily round the bed. The tall man struck 
her savagely on the head with a life-preserver. She begged for 
ee the ruftian held her by the throat until she became 
Ihsecusible, 7 

Recovering consciousness, she was struck on the head again and 
strangled until perfectly senseless, The maid servant now entering 
the room ran out and, throwing the tray over the banisters, 
screamed for help, on which the ruffians flung her downstairs and 
got away, 

They were taken later on, however, and sentenced to penal 
servitude for life. Out of five years of criminal courses Puzey 
spent two years and eight months in prison, and Reeves, out of 
seven years, was four years and nine months under lock and key. 
These facts give an adequate idea of the common career of a 
member of the dangerous classes, 

° * ° * * * 
MORE OF IT, 2 

Wee ar outsid off the piraite iss cav an billium av giv the 
sizynle. No boddi took no notiss, A impreshun prevale ass 
piraites iss skairs ann billium a lire. It pore catts an doggs. 

(Newt week,“ Bolland the Bailiff”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
_o— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks for the potatoe, YORICK ; It is not at all unlike, Can't 
be done, A CONSTANT READER. Thanks fur cheery letter, MIKK, 
With a slight reduction, CHIRRUP, You can get the fare returned, 
Thanks for hind suggestion, BADGER, SLOPER, though, has never 
learned, Send it in, by all means, ARCHIE; We will give you our 
idea; If it’s half as good as sample, You have nothing much to 
fear. Thanks for sketches, G. 8. GRAINGER, Which we must with 
thanks decline. Glad you think as we do, PUPPY, Onthe subject of 
the fine, Possibly you might arrange it, But it's awkward, 
ARTHUR PayN. Call and see them, FRIEND OF SLOPER, Any 
time you're near the Lane. No, we can't avoid it, PHILIP; 
They are always printed so, How can you avoid it, RUSSELL, or 
expect that we should know ? 

== 
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The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
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Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of i | Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Htailway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—— 
Overheard on the Towpath, 

Young Man, Any luck? 

Old Man (with fishing-rod). No; ain't had a bite. 

Young Man, You're too high up, I expect. 

Old Man (eagerly). How's that? 

Young Man, Why, the nearer the mouth you get, the more likely 
you are to have a bite, * [Left running. 

s 


WHERE'S Lottie gone?) Why has she broke 
Her Boom off in the middie? 
Some say she’s gone to France, and some 
She’s practising the fiddle: 
One liar says she’s now a nun— 
That's how he solves the riddle. 
That she has joined “ The Army ” is 
The last Ta-ra-ra-diddle, 
s 
= 


PARIS 


“AH! my dear, when you've been married only six months you'll 
be listening for his lightest footfall when he returns home; but 
when you've been married half a dozen years you won't care if he 
falls down over the door-mat and claws down the umbrella-stand 
with him. And as to his playing the harp on the stair-rails to 
help him up, you'd no more notice it than his promises to take you 
for a day to Richmond,” Per 

* 


‘ oh Eminent. I cannot make out how it is I am so thirsty 
o-diay, 
Sharpshins. Why, it is owing to the day of the week, of course. 
The Eminent (sternly scenting some reflection on the previous 
evening's amusement). What mean you? 
Sharpshins. Why, this is Thirstday, is it not? 
[ Then everybody went for him ina body. 


.-? 
a 


Every trouble in this world has its bright side if you will only 
take the pains to look for it. Even cheap flannels, though the 
niay shrink until they become too small for the father, will, with 
patience and a continual course of boiling water, soon become a 
epi fit for the son without any bother of cutting down and 
altering, 


> 
FASHION FANCIES.—By Mise Sloper. 
No, 434.—The “ Blackpool Bathing ” Costume, 


: a 
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This is Lieutenant-General Routem, 
The words of command he will 
shout ‘em ; 
Which puts Private White 
In a deuce of a fright. 
And that's all I can tell you about 
‘em. 


Dude. Aw\—what's the difference be- 
tween a monkey and me? 

Keeper. Dunno, guv'nor. 
at conundrums, 


I ain't good 


Tomkins (in a tremendous rage). Look here, Brown, I have just met Mumps, 
and he informs me that on the pier last night you told him I was a thief, 

Brown (very coolly). Mumps was mistaken, my dear boy. I told him you looked 
like one. (Profuse apologies on the part of Tomkins, 


“Egbert is not clever, but he's so 
unaffectel, so natural.” “Really. I 
should say he looks unnatural.” 


erat 


The waves alone her ferm encircle. 
Happy, Lappy waves! 


(Saturday, August 20, 1892. 


Overheard at Shelltown-on-Sea, 

Mr, Weed (local hecsriat saree’ 3 Good morning, ma’am ; I'ye jue 
called round to havea little talk about that young lodger of yours 
A nice, easy going gentleman, he seems to be, - 

Mrs, Lirriper (lodging-house keeper). A good deal tov ea. 
going to please me. He went awry last night, and only left 4 bor 
full of old bricks behind him, + 


“THR vanity and capriciousness of women is the same the wo; M 
allover, Take, for instance, the case of the Congo cannibals. 
When a young man of the Hokeyo-Pokeyo tribe jilts the object «i 
his affections, she captures him rr the aid of the men of her hou... 
hold, has him salted down and lives on him entirely for a couple 
of months, afterwards converting the small bones of his feet q,,, 
hands into necklace beads, Many such necklaces are to be se, 
about the regions of the Bar Congo, and the young and attra. 
negresses have all of them a remarkably well nourished appearai,,,. 
—ANANIAS BouNDER.—Truthful Zales from Equatorial Tart), 


* 
T1ME, auctioneer like, mounts upon 
His rostrum, shouting, “ Going—gone !" 
Ere long he'll finish with this century, 
And then begin a fresh inventory. 


s 
“TIME is inexorable—there is no evading or cheating him,” aij 
the philosopher, But a shady member of the company «,\1, 
“That's not quite the fact. I know one or two chaps who a: 
‘dving time.’ *,* 


At Cowes, 
Flossie. Do you know the wealthy young yachtsman, \\;, 
Spanker Boom? ‘ 
Tossie. So you have come down after the sea heir, too, have yu, 
dear? ** 


THAT was indeed a thoughtful young woman who would 14 
wear any buttons on her bathing costume, when she swam int). 
Nile, for fear if she was eaten up by a crocodile they might up-: 
his digestion. =." 


Jilted One, Oh, she’s & cruel, treacherous girl! She's destroyed 
my peace of mind for ever. g é 

Friend, Destroyed your piece of mind? I shouldn't make a fus: 
over that ; you never had much, _ 


s 
SHADOWS are not always truths. Snookin thought that the 
shadow on the parlour blind was that of Charlotte Butterse teh 
smelling a bouquet of choicest flowers, instead of which it was o's 
that of the charwoman waving about the cat's meat to tautalize 
the faithful grimalkin, *\* 


At the Restaurant. f 

Country Visitor (pointing to finger-glass), Here, waiter, what's 
that thing for? 

Waiter, Dat for washy fingers, sare, after eaty. ; 

Country Visiter, Confoun gor cheek! I don’t eat with my 
fingers! What d'you mean? | use my knife like other people. 

= 
* 

HE was given to aquatics and quoting Shakespeare, and uncon- 
scious that one of his coat-tails was dangling over the stern of the 
boat he was steering, he spouted, “ There is a tide in the attuirs of 
man,” when stroke stopped him by remarking, “ That's so, aud 
you'll find a good deal of this one in your tail pockets. 


* 
His ardent spirit yearned for fame ; 
He longed to write his noble name 
On history's immortal pages, 
That it might live for countless ages. 
He wrote it—in the gay reports 
Of the police and county courts. 


“Wat's your father, Bill?” “Oh! ’e's in the same line 0 
business as Mr. Gladstone an’ Lord Salisbury, yer know.” “ Wod- 
dyermean?” “Why, ‘e's a cabinet maker, on’y ’e works in Old 
Street ’stead o’ Westminster.” *° 


Mr, Buffer. What on earth is the use of spending so much 
money ou ribbons and laces and such-like? 1 should think just as 
niuch of you if you were dressed in sackcloth. 

Mrs. Buffer. 1 daresay, my dear, but other men would not. 

| nd 


s 
“ DEAREST Araminta,I have no fears for our future, even should 
Fortune do her worst. We have love, and what is poverty lv 
loving hearts?” “I don’t know, dear, and—I don't mean to lear. 
We'd better think things over.” *,° 


Smith. 1f you will get my boots finished by Saturday night, | 
shall be greatly indebted to you. Pe . 

Cobbler. That won'tido for me, guv’nor, Ready moneys %j 
motter, and you don’t have 'em without the cash. 


bd . ’ 

“ Now, Johnnie, why don’t you let Mary ride in the mail-cart 

It belongs to her as much as to you.” “’Tisn't the proper thing 

for little girls to ride in, pec 8 “ How's that?” | “'Cause its 
a mail-cart, and governess says little girls are female. 


* ’ 
Sassanach, 1 aay, Pat, why is it all Irishmen are called Pat! 


i don't know, sor, onless it is becos we are (ue 
ss 


Pat, Shure and 
patriots. 


HE was an anti-racing man—had never puta shilling ona ae 
gee in his life; but trade had been so bad with him, that he iad 
red ruin staring him in the face when he reviewed his Le(d)ée 
prospects, *,* 


“ LIFE is a toss up—all heads and tails.” “True, true! Heads ia 
the morning, after the last night's beano, tales after that, whet 
you're busy telling the missus exactly where you haven't been. 

* 


» 
SHE was such a buxom darkey, 
In her ear he whispered, “ Hark ye! 
Be dis nigger's better half,” 
She says, “No i, kase he’s half calf!” 


* * 

“So that,” said the tourist from the distant colony, “is the home 
of the immortal SLOPER! It is not the mansion that should by 
right be the domicile of that great and good man; yet | 5 
that the world has done him some honour, See the worn state 
the doorstep! Doubtless caused by the footsteps of pilgrims to the 
abode of wit, virtue and patriotism!” Then the stern coustable 
shook his head slowly and sadly : “That ain’t exactly worn aways 
guv'nor, by pilgrims’ feet; it mostly comes about from Sir! 
a-coming down so often on the stones when he's been out on tle 

no.” 


Young Sharpshins. Dad, why is the moon called “She”? 
_ Old Sharpshins, Because she never gets any older than twet! 
eight, my boy. os 
a 


ABOVE the garden wall he held her in his loving arms. i 
conscious of, the world around the tortoiseshell tom mack : 
resting place of their young heads, the Chelsea pug worried ue 
heels, the black and tan tried to make a lunch off her ankles. | 
world was lost to them in their deep absorbing love. But cen 
voice came. “You come in at once, Maria Ann, and ee 
a-cracking of them Sunday stays of your'n by bending forwar 
If you don’t I'll come and give you what for and to spare. 
ever thus from childhood’s hour. I never tamed a young eno 
ea what it didn’t wind up by grazing off the new drawing r 
curtains, 
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Saturday, August 20, 1892. ] | 
~~ “TOOTSIE AT ILFRACOMBE. 


(r last the nasty, nefarious nature of that creature Bob kas 
- vealed itself in all its naked horror, i 

The reason for the yacht is now known to us. We are to travel 

iu it, and thus 

v save railway 
fares, and we 
have sailed from 
Torquay round 
by Start Bay, 
Land's End, 
New Quay and 
Bude to this 
place. 

Our sufferings 
were intense. 
Readers of 
Dodd's voyage 
in search of the 
Flying Scud in 
Stevenson's new 
book, “The 
Wrecker,” may 
form an idea— 
a mild idea of 
what we went 
through, 

Even the 
crew, the nume- 
rical strength 
of which Bob 
doubled before 
venturing upon 

- the perils ahead 

Our champion sluimper, of us, were at 

: times evidently 

u abject terror. Snook kept his berth, and Billy, who had fallen 

onthe eabin floor, lay there and wept. Meanwhile Bob, who 

continued losing his sea legs, fell about all over the deck, as a 

vale giving his commands either ina sitting attitude or standing 
his head, 

Ihe new half of the crew, a youth of ten summers, was attached 
toa mast by a rope and hauled up again whenever he blew over 
into the sea, 

During this period, Lardi, Tottie and I deemed it advisable to 
adopt male attire, * « * _ # 

At anyrate, here we are at last safe at Ilfracombe, and it will be 

ome tine before Bob gets us again on board his gallant craft. The 
-maller half of the crew deserted pe gee! on landing, and the 
rest is getting tipsy at the most adjacent public-house. 

“Ilfracombe,” says the guide-book, “is a charming spot, and its 
vir is so bracing and fresh, that the visitor cannot but be greatly 
heuetited by his stay in the neighbourhood,” and, according to my 


4 


vs 


Playing at see-saw. 


«pinion, the guide-book is quite right. There is a good pier, and 
the Capstone Parade is delightful. 

lhere is good trout fishing at Trentishoe, which is about ten miles 
from Ilfracombe, and we have subscribed together and bought Bob 
lishing ticket, with which he seems to be much delighted. 

When he is well off, we will lunch at the “ Royal,” and put it 
own to him, « * * * * 

We have, and we hope he will like the bill. Awaiting his return 
vith more or less trout, the Dook has gone shrimping with a 
vuple of Ilfracombe fisher-girls. The Dook will soon ome a 
hampion shrimper, though at present he is a little bit afraid of 
he shrimp which, he informs us, goes for your legs like one o'clock. 

Billy prefers less arduous sports, and plays at see-saw with a 
mall boy, who, however, in the end comes to grief owing to a 
ulden lurch from a giddy height. Billy, too, was badly bruised. 

lhree really not at all bad looking young men, one of whom is 

friend of Lardi’s, happening to meet us on the pier, propose a 
tip to Watermouth, where we visit the caves and pass a pleasant 

afternoon. 

The scenery at 
Lynton and Lyn- 
mouth, about 
twenty miles off, 
is magnificent, 
and both places 
can be easily 
reached by 
steamer or coach, 

The coast - line 
near Ilfracombe is 
bold and rocky, 
and one of the 
three young men 
says that it is the 
habitat of innu- 
merable sea-birds, 
many of which 
are rare and in- 
digenous to the 
spot. Foxes, 
otters and 
badgers may also 

e caught in 
large numbers, 
Why should not 
Bob catch them? 
It will keep him 
busy. 


* * * 
Returning 
home, we find 
nie back tens A that Bob has 
la hin troutless, We discover him asleep on the sands, and 
Whe sand castle on his chest, 
Nae he wakes he is furious. 
1} asks what we take him for? 
“ve told him, A Pig, 


The sleeping beauty. 


ALLY SLOPER’S UHALF-HOLIDAY,. 


A HOWL FROM A HUMORIST. 
(* Wat's the matter with the humorist?" —Pietro (“gag”) in The Mountedanks.) 
I EARN my living by my pen; 
I write romance and jest aud skit 
For ten good editorial men 
In editorial dens who sit. 
And all those editorial blokes 
Some months ago to me did say, 
‘Pray send a batch of sprightly jokes 
About * Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay !"" 


Yet, when I'd dredged some fancies blythe, 
The fountains of my brain were dried 
Entirely, ere the veriest tithe 
Of their requirements I'd supplied. 
Aud still for “more” my masters sent, 
And still, to my profound dismay, 
No further joke could | invent 
About “ Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay !" 
But, now that ne'er a self esteem 
Possessing editor will take 
A ra anent that hackueyed theme, 
t makes my sorrowing bosom ache 
To think that, when my pen I seize, 
Upon my brain, by night or day, 
Come rushing many a brilliant whutes 
About “ Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay !" 
a 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Sovtnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XX. 
MY CONDUCT QUESTIONED, 

DisHONOUR has never been attached to the House of SLOPER: 
If | have been poor I have been honest. I have never fawned to 
the rich, What virtues I possess I've never bartered. 

(I should like to see the Old ’Un bartering his virtue, that 1 
should! He wouldn't exactly want all of a pantechnicon to carry 
it in to market. I don't quite think so. A pill box without a bot- 
tom would hold all he’s got, I bet.—MacG.) 

I was accused, by the object of my affections that 1 have before 
now spoken of, of not what I might term playing the man, The 
adored being said, “ ALLY, why don't you acta little more on the 
square? When you borrow a small-tooth comb and a piece of 
tissue paper, to play ‘The Sultan Polka’ with, why don’t you return 
these things, along, too, at the same time, with the two-and-six- 
pence you've had to stand the bitter, gin and cakes with?) ALLY, 
you should think of this,” 

1 felt hurt. 

“ My love,” I said, “no man accuses A. SLOPER of not stumping 
up as he should do. On tickets I may have to pay the interest, 
scores may chalk the door of my favourite house of call, reckless 
may be my expenditure in the way of hospitality : tea, shrimps, 
watercresses, and the familiar ‘wink’ I have shed copiously in 
the waltz, yet I have always been at the fore.” 

(As to being at the fore, there's no doubt about his bo ready 
at the fvur, and, for the matter of that, the “three,” too—if any- 
body will stand it to him. Oh! he’s a dot and carry one old 
geezer, 8S. is—Iky M.) 

So the adored being answered— 

“ SLOPER, you may be a literary character, not that I think any 
more of you on that account—they’rea hard up lot for the price of 
a drink, as I've always heard—but it isn't the thing for a youu 
woman to keep company with a man who hasn't got the needful, 
even foratoothful of something, after her nerves have been shaken 
to bits by an extra short trotting donkey, and her feelings upset by 
roundabouts on the top of ginger beer and raspberry three corners. 
SLOPER, | do not like it.” 

Yes, it’s always the way with Pa. He seems to think that he’s 
only, so to say, to get a pin and stick into any young fellow who is 
with me, and half sovs. and half crowns ought to drop out of him. 
It’s horrid.— TOOTSIE. ) 

It was this, what I may call ungenerous treatment on her part, 
that did much to take what might be termed the flavour of the 
lemon of true sentiment from the cold Scotch of her affection, 

(To be continued next week.) 


—_—__~—__— 


THE JOLLY GIRLS’ 
First REPORT. 


WE have started a club on exceptional lines, 
And we don’t think it open to raid is, 

For no gambling’s allowed, and no drinking of wines, 
Aud the members are all of them Indies. 

They are thirty in strength, but we hope to get more, 
For the thing is a grand institution ; 

It’s 2 wonder it’s never been started before. 
Here below is the Club's resolution :— 


“ That all members should give up the opposite sex— 

An encumbrance to civilization. 

That no member should dabble in Stock Exchange specs., 
Or in racing or like dissipation, 

That the ‘sub.’ be eleven-three-farthings a year, 
And that pins be the change from the shilling. 

That ‘ Oh, hang !’ be the only allowable swear, 
On the pain of a fine of some frilling. 


“That if cards are indulged in at all, it must be 

On this one very proper condition, 

That the member who gambles shall go without tea, 
Or be forced to forego superstition. 

That the member discovered in park or in street 
With a young or old gentleman bbe 

Will be promptly informed when the ‘Jolly Girls’ meet 
That she can't do her bit of the talking. 


“That the drinks must be tea, ginger-beer, lemonade, 

And all stuff that is non-alcoholic ; 

That the British Museum they'll have to invade 
When they feel much inclined for a frolic.” 

Any ladies desiring their bodies to add 
To our number (which number is thirty) 

Are informed that the Club’s Book of Rules can be had 
Of our Hon, Sec. and Treasurer, Gerty. 

(To be continued.) 


—_——_.— 


EMBARRASSING! 


THERE is a certain station-master, miles away ona branch line 
of the Great Eastern, whose innate courtesy and anxiety to oblige 
led him into a most embarrassing shlemozzle only a week ago. In 
the village adjacent lives a most charming mamma with two 
schoolgirl daughters, She doesn’t look a day over thirty, and is— 
really—well, never mind. She was seeing the two girls eff by the 
9,23 to London, and the girls, bless them ! were a little bit fussy, 

more rou quite sure our boxes are in?” one asked the urbane 
official. 

“Quite, miss, quite—JZ're attended to that. Now, let me close 
the door, please, we're rather late this morning.” 

“Oh! but—er—” 

“TIfurry up, please, I've attended to—' 

wasn’ yes; but I must give dear mamma just one good hug and 
a hiss, 

You jump in, miss—J‘U/ attend ta that /”’ added the unhappy 
man, absent-mindedly, aud blushed so violently, that the engineer, 
who was looking for the signal, thought his face was the red light, 
and fell to vilifying the stoker for telliug him the green lamp 
dropped a second before. 


CLUB. 


. 


AN INVOLUNTARY AERONAUT. 


SHE was very fond of him, and snubbed him accordingly. He 
asked her to marry him, Her heaven blue eyes, like her “up 
tilted" nose, 
sought the 
skies; then she 
smiled scornful 
at him, and he 
squirmed, 

His brow con- 
tracted, a cloud 
of gloom over- 
shadowed — his 
features as he 
said, turning on 
the pathos yt 

“Very well, 
Seraphina, the 
day will come 
when you will 
repent. When I 
am gone, you 
will remember 
how cruelly 
you have 
terampled = on 
my berlighted 
heart.” 

She laughed. 
He departed ; 
then she wept. 
She was an 
average girl. 

Next morn- 
ing he rose. 
This happened 
on most mornings. With a wild glare in his eye he sought his 
razors. Then he stropped the keenest with extremest care ; then, 
breathing her name—he shaved. 

With moody brow he sought the lonely shore, where the sad 
waves moaned in a mournful monotone, 

“Now for it!" he said. Then he undressed and plunged into 
the bounding waves, 

He swam a long way out, till there were fathoms nine beneath 
him ; then murmuring, “Seraphina ! "—he turned and swam towards 
the shore. He had nearly reached the sands when he beheld a 
faint speck in the sky, that came nearer aud nearer and loomed 
larger and larger, till he eaw that it was a descending balloon. 
Presently, just as he emerged from the sea, the balloon drifted 
along the shove between where he stood and his clothes lay. 

Curiosity impelled him to seize the rim of the car and peer over. 
Just then a gust of wind caught the still intlated balloon, and 
before he was aware of it, he was swung off his feet, still clinging 

nh to the ear, In 
another 
second he 
was ten feet 
from the 
ground; in 
another, 
twenty; in 
another, 
forty. It was 
too late to let 
go. The earth 
receded = and 
receded, He 
saw the 
house-tops of 
the sea front, 
towards 
which he had 
drifted, — be- 
neath him. 
Then he 
clambered 
into the bal- 
loon, and ina 
few minutes 
was sailing 
through mid- 
air in puris 
naturalibus, 
W hat a situa- 
tiou! The 
had been dreadful ; the getting down would be more so. 

Through the night her conscieuce smote her for the pain she had 
caused him. She would make it up; so, after breakfast, she put 
on her smartest frock and sallied out picrwards. ; 

He was not on the pier. She walked along the beach, What 
was that?) A crowd of people were gathered round—a heap of 
clothes. Boats were putting off with drag-lines, She heard the 
people saying, “Poor young fellow! Such a nice chap!” Then, 
when they saw her, they hushed their voices. One man said— 

“Swum out too far; evidently never got back. 

He held up a blazer. There was no mistaking that blazer at any 
distance. There was no other like it inthe world. She shrieked, 
then murmured as she swooned, “’Arry !”” . 

They bore her home, She recovered consciousness. 
she had lost him, she realized how much she loved him. 

She packed up her trunks and prepared to return homewards. 
She would take one last walk ere she left for ever the scene ot 
many days 
so happy, of 
one so sad. 

As she 
crosseda 

rassy 
wn rd be- 
tweenthe 
town and 
the sea 
front, she 
noticed that 
everyone 
was gazing 
skywards, 
Looking up, 
she behelda 
balloon 
drifting 
nearer, 
nearer, and 
falling 
down,down, 
down, 

A score 
of strong 
hands 
grasped it. 
A score of 
voices 
shouted, 
“Get out! 
get out!” eed 7 
A face appeared above the rim of the ear. She eyaculated, *Arry 
Get out!" But he shook his head and replied — : 

“Never, never! till someb: dy chucl» ina suit of clothes, ‘ 

Clothes were soon thrown into the car. “Arry emerged, clothed 
and in his right miud, aud the Juycrs were iu cach other's arms. 


He peered over. 


Al 


He held up a blazer. 


getting u 


Now that 


A score of strony hands grasped it. 
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: re “It's a Renters nuisance, dear, my 
jusband jects Wearing anything 
A CREEK OR BAY. rger than a two sho, and I fate 
Our new Labour Member has arrived in ‘a to sit by the cove, mamma.” “My dear! my dear ! la er than a » and I havea four 
” town, He is a staunch supporter of nobody Tm just going Sows ios iby: See cove as acne iy foot."— Extract from Levier of Youny Leis 
Photographer. Now! Please look pleasant and at this. ut himself. 


%° ope 0 receive phot 4 from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWE ' 
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‘prior to start) te fdr Moroddd, | be therely snatched a kiss and departed. Well, to cut a loug # 
0 like me td he found himself face to face with Muley Hassa 
t. SLOPER,” | anything. “All ri 
1). The latter part | Monarch would 
of A. SLOPER'S journe: y Desert is all br 4 
well, but he would Bi . The Eminent decid 
upon a bellicose at: F 
a Fezian soldier, 
No. 248.—M1ss Daisy Howarp. 


“Her beauty, grace and modesty, have fairly won my heart 
from me.” a —The Dook Snook. pd 
“ Alas! my peace of mind's destroyed for aye.” —Lord Bod. 
“ How glorious in her youthful, healthy beauty.” 
. —The Hon. Billy. 


(1). It Las been noticed that the Minister has been “giving way” lateiy, 4 d 


UT rod Upemmad ‘ i 5 ments hes 
ol Gd Bay Q{cParritcl said, with emphasis, “ Wait a shame to blame the beautiful (3). “It's naethifg mair nor less tas Bern blissed spotted car 
a ~ fl A. husky,’ wae 
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7 pela. Mamma, I heard you say that a man at forty is either 
Man peeysician. Papa is forty, so what is he 7 
amma. He is not a physician, d-ar 


say, boy, why isn't that fire alight? What's that? never is 
ngiand has no sutnmert ; tun ott and buy tne the thickest rug 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
The cause of crime we'll soon find out :—An awkward task, I must confess, Though Bill will work 


the job, rf) 


Deeds of labour never shirking, Stud; 


he Gran 


4 a » sal TAH tp My 
: HHT \ 


i \ Ui a | ? 


“Tm sitting for a bust to Mr. Stucco. He spends most of the time measuring my featurcs. Jessie 
says, when she eat to bim, he never measured at ail. I saw Jes-ie's bust upon a shelf behind me. 


a 
So Forrest Fulton takes the bun. id Man is hard at work at his trade, viz., 
making. I shouldn't like to take in hand such a job——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN 


uess :—" My Lord, I'm yours!" the maiden cried, Which caused his eyes to open wide :— 
beri 8 working :—Zhe Serjeantship he now has won, 


Cabinet 


Sailor Man. Sail, Ll 

Tourist. No, tha-anks. ' : : 

Sailor Man, D'yer call yourselves touriste? Why. yer locas 
more like a brace o' trussed roosters on a poulterer’s slab. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


A LADY'S contemporary takes an alarmist view of the fact that 
ata recent concert, given by the pupils of the Royal Acidemy of 
Music, the female flautist was rather too 
much en éviderce, We, ourselves, cannot 
quite see why, even if as apprehended, a 
eraze for lady tute soloists catches on, it 
should) strike one with any particular 
amount of terror, Musie hall frequenters, 
however, will remember that we are afforded 
a somewhat harrowing precedent in 
the domestic aftliction of the comic 
gentleman who not so very long 

ago used to warble :— 

Iwotity-toot she plays the flute.... 
She also whacks the gong; 
Since Sister Mary learnt t play 

We've all gone wrong. 
but, nevertheless, we are of the opinion that 
our sisters, wives and sweethearts should let 
the poor piano, the guitar, and the banjo, 
alone for a time, and give the flute a turn. 
There's nothing like novelty, and as the soft 
notes of the tlute are far less penetrating than 
the grosser sounds of the piano, the next door 
neighbours may perhaps put iu a little sleep. 

7 * 


THE Musty Muddler, after due consider- 
ation, has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “Award of Merit” upon HENRY 
W. PEARSON, because he's responsible for the 
success of the Isle of Man Exhibition, 
“ Feyther,” chortled he of the azure optics, 
“wot's your artful little game now? Do you 
want 'Euery to let you use his show for the 

: double purpose of booming your suuffy old 
recand making a complete hass of yourself?" But at this moment 
a shriek, so long, so piercing, so weird, broke the stillness of the 
itir, that the manager of the hotel sent up to say that he strongly 
objected to the practice of vivisection in his apartments, 

-# 
* 

IN spite of counter attractions of the seaside and elsewhere, the 
upper reaches of the Thames are still crowded, and around 
Maidenhead and locality house- 
hoats are almost as numerous as 
barges in the neighbourhood of Lon- 
don Bridge. — By-the-by, talking of 
house-boats, is there anything more 
jolly than life upon one of these ves- 
sels? A few pretty girls, two or three 
lively young fellows, and one or 
two old chaps of the anecdote 
spinning species, and 
the happiness is com- 
plete. If one wishes to 
have an insight into 
what life on board a 
house-boat really is, a 
visit to Toole’s merry 
little theatre, in King 
William Street, is all 
that is necessary. The 
result will well repay 
the trouble, as river 
life is there depicted 
almost as it really 
occurs. ¢ « 

* 


AMONGST the latest 
clever inventions may 
certainly be reckoned a 
talking clock, which, by 
an ingenious arrange 
ment of phonographic 
discs, may be made to 
enunciate a certain 
number of sentences previously spoken into it, when its hands 
reach any desired position. This wonderful specimen of horo- 
logical art should commend itself to those wives whose husbands’ 
wont it is to return to the domestic fireside in the small hours of 
the morning. Charged with a good long “curtain lecture,” aud 
regulated to go off about three A.M., it might be productive of 
decidedly beueticial effects, + 


T4e Turkish authorities are putting a lot of etupid, fussy diffi- 
culties in the way of English manufacturers wishing to export their 
goods into the Ottoman Empire, various wares being objected to 
either on moral or political grounds. If only some of the English 
ofticials here whose duty it is to regulate such matters would 
endeavour to reduce the importation of the poisonous rubbish sold 
in some places as Turkish cigarettes on “humane” grounds, they 
would be conferring a benefit Lk the lovers of the really geuuine 
article, and saving many a youthful smoker from an untimely end. 
o 

SNEER, as many of us may, at what is usually understood 
by the word melodrama — and there is no denying that this 

particular 

class of play 

affordsample 

food for the 

often feeble 

witticisms of 

the scoffer— 

Z } \.; there can be 

fii» \g . ; La ne Goubs but 
HSA Si Z y iW at, despite 
WAN py, = Jy weg the gradual 
er JN 1 dramaticedu- 

nus YL@ WA I'l ‘cation of the 
Aw ; playgoer, 


AN there still 
\ 


\\ ey Fe a 
very large 
NNN 4 ‘ 


number of 
people to 
whom the 
class of fare 
usually 
provided at 
the a oe 
proves highly 
acceptable. 
There are 
many who 
would tell us 
that the ave- 
rage patron 
of Messrs, 
Gatti’s theatre does not constitute one of the elements of what is, 
strictly speaking, * the playgoing public,” that he or she is only an oc- 
casional theatre goer, a provincial, a countryman, a schoolboy, or 
an emotional housemaid with unexacting tastes, and desiring 
merely a vight’s amusement, With that we have nothing to do; 
suftice it that in Zhe Lights of Hume those able collaborators, 
Messrs, Sims and Buchanan, have provided a sound, stirring melo- 
drama, conventional, perhaps, but eminently calculated to interest 
these who will anidoubtedly flock to the Adelphi for—well, there's 
no saving how long so excellent a piece will last. 


nh 
* 
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As soonas that hitherto unfortunate building, originally designed 
by Mr, D'Oyly Carte to become the future home of English Opera, 
obtains the necessary licences, it will, 
us we believe is pretty generally 
known, blossom out into a sump- 
tuous “ variety hall,” under the title 
of the Palace Theatre, The shares in 
the company tormed for carrying 
out the proposed scheme have, we 
understand, been largely taken up, 
and the Londoner has every reason 
to congratulate him- 
self upon the probable 
possession of yet 
another theatre de- 
voted to “ ballets and 
varieties.” We have 
only two such houses 
at present: @ new 
addition cannot but 
engender a_ healthy 
rivalry, of which the 
muiblic must reap the 

enefit, 


* 

THE grave charges 
which were made 
against the Victoria 
Steam Boat Associa- 
tion and The Clacton 
Belle Steam Boat 
Company, have, as 
everyone who knew 
the facts of the case 
surmised, fallen to the . 
ground. It came out in evidence that on no occasion have 
the vessels belonging to these companies ever exceeded fifteen 
miles an hour. It must be confessed that this rate of speed, 
when associated with vessels of the calibre of the Koh-i- Noor or 
Lhe Clacton Belle, can, under no circumstances, be called racing 
pace. It is to be hoped that those self pd versining. alarinists who 
tried to make mountains of mischief out of mole hills of fact will 
retire into that obscurity from which they should never have 
emerged. *,* 


THE annual venison warrants have just been issued by the Crown 
to the Lord Mayor and others connected with the City. The Lord 
Mayor receives warrants for four bucks, the Sheriffs three, the 
Recorder, Chamberlain, Town Clerk, Common Serjeant and Re- 
membrancer one each, and A. SLOPER none. Now, this is very 
unkind behaviour on the part of the Crown, and the Eminent 
solemnly warns the authorities that if he does not receive a food: 
sound, substantial buck in the course of a fortnight, they will hear 
of something to their disadvantage. 


s¢ 
* 


ONCE in have the t:vo great Roties! parties’of this country 
met toxethee in mortal combat. On this occasion the Conserva- 
tives have been routed all along the line, 
but this defeat will surprise no one, as it was 
foreshadowed by the result of the recent 
General Election. A party in 8 minority 
of forty cannot expect to hold the reins 
of government against 1 more powerful 
opposition, be they ever 

so united. We _ have 

now to await calmly the 
development of the 

Gladstonian policy. Home 

Rule is the plank upon 

which the Liberal 

standard has been firmly 

fixed, and upon this ques- 

tion, at the next assembly 

of Parliament, will be 

fought one of the 

greatest political battles 

of the century, 


id 

THE rapidity with which 
Mr. Asquith has ascended 
the political ladder which 
leads eventually to cabinet 
rank, will please if it does 
not surprise those who 
have watched the pro- 
gress of this popular 
young barrister. A few 
years ago and his name 
was hardly known, not 
even in the precincts of the law courts, and now he is not only 
one of the leading lights of the legal world, but one of the most 
promising youn; liticians on the Liberal side of the House. His 
masterful speec t week, when he proposed the amendment on 
the Address, will not soon be forgotten. Of course, Mr. Asquith 
has a lot to learn yet in the art of statecraft ; it would be surpris- 
ing if he had not, considering the short period he has been before 
the public, but it will surpriseand, we must confess, toa certain extent 
disappoint us, if the young Q.C. does not become at some future 
time one of the chiefs, if not the chief of the party to which he is 
attached, a 

= 


CoMBINING both quantity, quality and loveliness, the pro- 
gramme at the Aquarium at present will compare favourably with 
most of our first class West 
end music halls. Besides 
the variety entertainment. 
there are now some capital 
side shows well worth a 
visit, and only a very small 
charge is made for admis- 
sion. Altogether, a very 
pleasant afternoon or 
evening can be spent at 
the Aquarium, 

* 


THE ws f ‘Vacation has 
commenced. Last week 

the big rambling, incon- 

venient maze of corridors 

at thecommencement of the Strand, often 
ironically termed the Courts of Justice, 
practically “shut up shop,” and for many 
ong weeks silence, dust and cobwebs 
will reign supreme in the cramped, stuffy 
little apartments in which, during term 
time, that fearful and wondrous thing 
“the lor” is dispensed to those who can 
afford to pay the high price demanded 
for it. he guileless judge, the in- 
genious Q.C., the frivolous “ junior,” the 
comfortable solicitor and his sportive 
clerk, are all off enjoying themselves 
in their various ways; half the court 
officials are “absent on leave,” aud those 


who remain are looking forward to their holiday and working 
The big courtyard, whose flags so 
lately echoed the footsteps of the impatient witness, the triumphant 
litigant, the timid divorcée, or the heartbroken victim of an “action 
for breach,” is now well nigh deserted, and a tired looking police- 


short hours in the interval. 


man and the pigeons are the monarchs of all they survey. 


(Saturday, August 20, 1899. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs — 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 27TH, 1892, -* 


2ist August, 1783.—John Gully, the famous pugilic: , 
born this day. He died on March 9th, 1863, in the ee - : 
of his age, “leaving family of five sons and five dani... 
moving in the best circles of society.” thter., 


22nd August, 1485.—After Richard U1. of England wy 
defeated and killed this day on Bosworth Field, his crown, «ee 
found hanging on a hawthorn bush, and was placed by Lord [).:1, 
on the head of the victorious Henry. In the stained glass w;;,,), 

of Henry VII.'s chapel in Westminster Abbey, beside the uni... 
the red and white roses, is the picture of a hawthorn-tree y;,. 
golden crown above it. , 


23rd August, 1886.—A newspaper of this date say. «|, 
blowing of a horn from the market-cross is an every day eye ;, 
the picturesque old city of Ripon, It is a survival of Saxon 1), 
when it was the signal for setting the watch at sunset. 4; ;,,, 
o'clock every evening three notes are sounded in front «4; ;;. 
mayor's house, aud three at the obelisk in the market-place, 1), 

ractice was revived in 1857, by order of the municipal authr:), 
fr any house, ‘on the gate syd within the towne,’ were robbed .:;.. 
that hour, the ‘wakeman' was bound to make up the loss, 
watch, it is curious to know, was maintained by a tax on duors, |; 
was not very onerous, however, being at the rate of twopenc: per 
door per annum.” 3 : 


24th A st, 1841.—Theodore Hook, the novelist ay: 
dramatist, died this day. Speaking of Hook's improvisatisi;,. 
Tom Ingoldsby says—“ He never succeeded better than wher j.. 
had been kept in ignorance of the names of those he was about 1. 
meet ; but at all times the facility with which he wrought in wi. 
had occurred at table, and the poiuts he made bearing upon ¢:;. 
cumstances impossible to have been foreseen, afforded sutiici-1,; 
proof that the whole was unpremeditated. It may be fairly si 
as he knew no rival, so he has left no successor.” ‘ 


25th August, 1879.—The funeral cortége of Miss E., 
Elizabeth Parren, who died this day, astonished the inhabitant... 
Brighton as it passed through the town. The funeral car \,. 
drawn by four Breve, and the funeral coaches were represente: | 
three landaus. The coftin was covered by a white and gold ya’, 
“pon which were !sid a number of beautiful wreaths of whi). 

owers. 


26th August, 1850.—Louis Philippe, who died in ex: 
this day, specially excelled in the mot de la fin, anglicé-ti 
clenching of an argument, such as, for instance, his fival remark 
on the death of Talleyrand. He had paid him a visit the day 
before. When the news of the Prince's death was brought to hin 
he said, “ Are you sure he is dead?” “ aay sure, sire,” was the 
answer. “Why, did not your Majesty himeelf notice yesterday that 
he was dying?” “I did, but there is no judging from appearances 
with Talleyrand, and I have been asking myself for the last four- 
and-twenty hours what interest he could possibly have in departin: 
at this particular moment.” 


27th August, 1660.—Milton’s “ Eiconoclastes” and © Deten- 
sio” were this day burnt by the common hangman, Bovks wer: 
formerly burnt and whipped by the hangman. 


THE MERRY MAIDS OF WELLS. 


In. Wells, of merry maids there were 
Full many sweet and fair, 

And in the same were youths enough, 
In plenty and to spare, 

But said the maids, “ We will not wed, 
But join a grand crusade : 

Each one shall keep her heart of hearts 
And live a merry maid.” 


So spoke the laughing maids of Wells 
Unto their suitors bold ; 

They heeded not endearing words 
And mock’d at gifts or gold. : 

“ We're all so gay and glad,” they cricd, 
“ Tempt not our hearts away, 

For we have joined a great crusade— 
We're merry maids for aye!” 


But, ah! life seem’d to go awry. 
“ We are so sad,” they said; 
No maiden heart could comfort give 
And Hope's begat flow'rs seem'd dead. 
Then to the fore the suitors came. 
“Do let us try,” they pars . 
And now each merry wife in Wells 
Was once a merry maid! 


NOT WHAT HE EXPECTED. 


THE Bladder pater was inducting the Olive Branches into the 
mysteries of heathen mythology. “Now, what was Cliv vty 
asked, and the Twiglets chorused, “The Muse of History. 
“Good! Now, Calliope?” “The ship that rode the storm a 
Samoa,” replied the youngest, who yearned for a life on the razing 
main. “That's right,” said Bladder pater, “ but I was referrins 1 
another party. Now let’s leave the muses and tell me what you 
know about Flora.” And the latest edition but one, who had never 
heard of the goddess of flowers, but had often fetched the auth t 
of his being home from the skittle alley, piped cheerfully, 
“Floorer? that’s the muse as downs the whole nine in one -tr 


ed 


A POLITICAL DEBATE. 


Ir there's one thing A. SLOPER is particularly fond of it . ae 
cool, calm, pellucid study of politics. One of his young mel 
for an airing the other boomy got caught in a show er, a sole 
save a beaver that had never known brilliantine, turnc¢ easel 
“private bar.” From the next compartment came the sound: 
male voices, clearly engaged in a political discussion. heft 

“ What ’as Gladstone done?” cried the first, evidently aa Mein 
sardonically,a Tory interrogation ; “ what ‘as he done? \ vs rhe 
the bloomin’, witherin’, blossomin’, blankin’ boroughs with 0 
broom! He's gone clean, slap—”" 

“Arr! But steady yerself a bit! 
bury’s strength——” 

“Salisbury’s what?” 

“Salisbury’s strength, 
strength——" ee He takes 8 

“Ere, d'ye know ‘ow Salisbury gits his strength? Het 
a yard o' pump water, filters it three times, then—— sheeneul 

There was a sound as of rushing, scampering feet ; ane if tall 
two bundles of tlesh coming into sudden, very sudden— siti 
tovk place in the shake of a lamb’s tail—collision ; ae eluzhe 
glass and a splash, as of the contents of those glasses be! a 
across the floor. Then a dull thud, and amidst the an 
sock of heavy blows, rose mumbled, half stitled Imprecatl’ 

SLOPER’s young man couldn't actually see a ! 
the next “box”; Tut above all the clamour came the ne 
steps of the potman ascending the stairs, and the exci 
a terrified feminine voice : . eee 

“ Both of ‘em, Bill; they've bin at it all the evenine. iy ot fee 

Then there was another sound, beginning with @ ie a 
then a slamming of a swing door, followed by two dull =" 
upon the pavement outside. 

The potman had done his work ; and 
for the night, 


If it ‘ndn’t ha’ bin fer >! 


If it hadn't ha’ bin for Salisbury * 
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A WARNING TO WIVES; 


Or, A Hit at HussBanps. 
dies” r advises wives not to lend their husbands any money, as in the 
alt orn oi husbands becoming bankrupt, the wives have no claim until 
every other creditor is paid.) 


OH, wives, attend, I pray 
/ wilt aol led you To the subject of this lay, 
_ halfa- Crown — the Ere in your kindly way 


2 
— ow woat lef me * To your husbands you le 
eeu oot ool ee 
er Lend no sums (however 
- small) 
To your husband above all ; 
Or, when for it you call, 


You may Pri his game is 


8 é 

For, if he fails through bad 
luck’s gales, 

You cannot claim, which isa 
shame, 


-_———— = 


A wife, so says the Law 
(Which all regard with awe), 
Can’t on her husband draw 
For money lent if he 
Should chance to go to 
smash— 
Through ill-luck or habits 


rash— 
Till all creditors get their 
cash, 
You can claim no & 8. d. 
So, keep aloof from finding 


oof, 
Except (ah, yes f) to ALLY S—— 


—————~—— 


HE PROVIDED FOR THEM. 


RAPIDLY does the long, heavily freighted excursion train dash 
our the shining iron rails towards its seaside destination. Slowly 
at first past the small jerry built habitations in the neighbourhood 
of the great London terminus, whose broken, paper patched win- 
dows proclaim neglect of landlord and poverty of tenant; where 
wan faced children wave feebly to it from the wretched, rubbish 
strewn little back yards in which slatternly women hang out 
doubtful looking washing, or discuss their respective husbands’ 
fondness for the pothouse, or partiality for inflicting black eyes, 
Onward, with gathering speed, past little suburban settlements of 
red built Queen Anne villas, with well trimmed lawns and neatly 

led garden paths, the residences of quiet, respectable, fairly 

srous City men ; faster, Pha through the large market gardens 

on vither side, where long ri ges of potatoes are being hoed, and 

little knots of pickers are busy gathering peas and beans for the 

morrow's sale, Past all these, and then, with one loud, lengthy 

shriek, it enters the long dark tunnel and ery into the glorious 

country beyond with a bound and a rattle, as if joyful at having at 

Hast shaken itself clear of any but the most rural surroundings ; 
puward past pond 
nd stream, .w and 
illock, through poppy 
‘lad embankments, past 
jow thatched farm build- 
uss, hop plantations, 
elds of green, waving 
orn and undulating 
meadows, where sleepy 
woking cattle, after gaz- 
ing askance fora moment 
t the flying monster, 
urn contemptuously to 
une their interrupted 
browsing; swiftly 
hrough little roadside 
tations, onward towards 
more important one, 
here several lines of 
ails intersect. Ha! 
hat’s this?) A piercing 
histle, a series of jolts, 
nh appalling crash, a 
ind of splintering wood 

il breaking glass, and then, and then—a terrible accident, truly ! 

In one compartment of a third class carriage, a middle aged man 
ai <ut reading a certain journal, the possession of which amounts 
Oa large railway insurance policy. Ger ite him a party of four, 
wo boys and two girls, off holiday-making, perchance, hed been 
erply interested, each in a different comic paper, which also 
fered goodly sums to the next-of-kin to those killed in a railway 

cident, * provided a copy of the current issue be found upon the 
eceased at the time of the accident.” The children no longer 
reathed, the man, though dying, still lived. Firmly he clutched 
s own paper, and his eyes brightened momentarily as a sudden 
hought appeared to strike him. Crawling forward, he gathered 
Pp ye pees pa La ne cow: rage or ol grea ver vee 
5 ,and with a last, expiring e: st lot into his 
pcket and fell back—dead = i rae i a 

And his widow and children have not yet ceased wondering at 

fortunate chance which induced “the late lamented to invest 

s0 uch humorous literature.” 


——— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 60.—VERA DE VANE, 
“T lisped in numbers, for the numbers came."—POPE. 


WOULD you thpot, amidtht our pe, 
One who, more than all her palth, 
Thmartly fillth with thmiling glee; 
Thircle, thtallth and galleree? 

One who, what-thoe'er thhe thingth, 
Howthoe’er her armth thhe flingth, 
Thtill ith praithed, and never hith'd? 
Theek the thikthtieth on the litht! 


Would you thpot, amongth our fairieth, 
One whom, on hith thly vagarieth, 
THLOPER alwayth thtriveth to thee, 
Thinthe he findth her thtill to be 
Thkilled phythithian of hith gout, 

Of hith woeth a cather-out, 

Of, hith thighth an ekthorthitht? 
Theek the thikthtieth on the litht! 


Would you thpot a gal who ownth 
Thilvery, thoft, thelethtial toneth, 
Thmileth that from hith pillar'th to 

‘Ud make Thaint Thimeon Thyliteth drop, 
Kyeth ath blue ath amethytht, 

Niveouth fitht, and thapely writht, 

Lipth the thweetetht e'er were kith'd? 
Theek the thikthtieth on the litht! 


GO UP ONE. 
Bob. How are you getting on with your 
tricycle, Tom? 
Bh. Oh. § Tom, It isn’t a tricycle; it’s a bicycle. 
. ppinteed | 1 eotes as you'd got it for a month to try 
you liked it, that it ought to be called a trycycle. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. | 


— 


THE “ DURANT ARMS,” DURANT STREET, BETHNAL 
_ GREEN, E., August 8th, 1892. 

DEAR ALLY,—My wife has just completed a scrap-book, which 
has taken her nearly three years to finish, I bought her the book, 
and all the pictures are cut out of “ ALLY SLoPER'S HALF-HOL1- 
DAY,” which I have taken ever since the commencement, for the 
amusement of myself and customers, [| think, dear ALLY, you 
will agree with me when you see the book, that it has required a 
wonderful deal of patience to complete, and that the pictures are 
very skilfully cut eee Seg witha pair of ordinary scissors, If 
you would like to see the k, I will bring it to your office, and if 
ha think it deserves your praise, I should, lead: feel greatly 
honoured, I am, dear ALLY, yourstruly, J. H. ABRAHAM. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 127.—HE TAKES PITY ON Mr. TAPPING. 


WHEN the Tripper grew tired, in a measure, 
Of seaside high jinks and vivacity, 

And longed to provide himself pleasure 
And sport in some other capacity, 

A notion came into his filbert : 
“Since life by the sea is a dreary ‘un, 

The vaudeville of Grossmith and Gilbert 
I'll view at the London Criterion!" 


So he rode in a fish-truck to London's 
Fair scenes ; but, with much infelicity, 
We own that he drank an abundance 
Of drink while he travelled to this city. 
Then at home by his friends he got treated, 
And so the poor man was a beery ‘un 
When, that evening, he found himself seated 
On high in the low built Criterion ! 


Now, SLOPER, because of his boozing, 

The theme of the vaudeville kept losing, 

Since slumbering, snoring and snoozing 
He ‘mid the divinities sat ; 

But, in spite of his dozing and napping, 

He heard Mr. Woodpecker Tapping 

Full often, with snarling and snapping, 
Declare that he wanted a hat ! 


The emotional lady and chap, 
The fair maker of bonnet aud cap, 
Bunthun'der, Barns, Bo'paddy, Bapp— 
Who they were, sir, he kuew not a rap; 
But, each time when he roused from his nap, 
He o’erheard Mr. Woodpecker Tap- 

Ping proclaiming his want of a hat. 
And anon the good Fossil exclaimed, 
In his inmost recesses, “ I'm daigmed 
If I shall not deserve to be blamed 
For a sin that should make me ashamed 
If (since Friend of Mankind I am named) 
I allow his sad soul to be maimed 

By a trifling annoyance like that!" 


So he rose, and “ Don’t fret yourself, Tapping!” he shouted ; 
“T'll give you a hat, though I'll worry without it— 
A hat which will make you far famed and redoubted !" 
Then chucked, while his smile was a cheery ‘un, 
To Wyatt the tile that for ages has crowned himself ; 
But in sackcloth that night the Philanthropist bound himself, 
For, because of his kind hearted action, he found himself 
Chucked from the merry Criterion ! 


THE WAYWARDNESS OF YOUTH. 


WHEN a boy is ina ad to go somewhere or other on his own 
account, it is not exactly the time to send him elsewhere on your 
own, This excellent principle, however, had not taken root in the 
rey matter of the brain of the excellent Mrs. Carriwitchet, at 
Ro. 18, up the terrace. She was starting for Southend, and she 
wanted her only son, Benjamin Bucentaur, to carry some things 
downstairs, just at the time that he thought he ought to be out in 
the gutter, tickling the nose of the cabman’s horse with a duck 
feather. but, in response to his mother's peremptory order, he 
went upstairs and fetched the things. Ile put the Japanese dress- 
ing glass under one arm, and the clock—for you never can rely 
upon seaside clocks—under the other. Then he took a camp 
stool in his right hand and a patent collapsing dress stand in his 
left, occ small hamper, containing a Dresden five o'clock tea 
set, round his neck, and stuck a couple of small tumblers in each 
jacket pocket. Then he started for the stairs. Just as he got to 
the top, to commence the descent, the Japanese glass slipped, and, 
in an endeavour to recover it, he lost his balance, and shot expe- 
ditiously down to the next floor, where he landed with a crash, 
and struggled to his feet again and faced the next flight. Comin 
up this flight was the cabman. He saw the danger, and, wit 
ES presence of mind, yelled, “ Hi, hi! git back, youre "un, fit 
k But Benjamin Bucentaur, in his zeal, heard nothing. He 
swept past the charioteer and tripped him up, leaving that unfor- 
tunate man to follow—on his head. Yet—one would hardly be- 
lieve it !—there was no chastisement awating him when he landed. 
witha ba and a crash, at the bottom of the stairs, with his head 
in the blue china umbrella jar. No: nothing but maternal tears 
and arnica, with which he was literally saturated, contrary to the 
advice of the cabman, who suggested driving him into the earth 
with a mallet. 
i 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 8.—THD BUSINESS-PLEASURE COMBINATION, 


From June to Reptecnber last summer I stayed 
For the good of my health at the seaside ; 
And such love toa score of fair maidens I made, 
_ . That a score of fair maidens for me sighed. 
All het days in the joys of flirtation | passed, 
And each evening I came to an anchor 
In some gambling saloon ; till, aghast, I at last 
Found I'd drawn all my cash from my banker. 
So I made me a firm resolution, what time 
I in my grief for my lost £ s. d. sighed— , 
“Though the pleasures of seaside existence be prime, 
I will stay nevermore at the seaside.” 


Yet from June to September I'm living this year 
By the sea, and philandering daily 

With a numberless number of damozelles dear, 
While each night I am card-playing gaily. 
I am gleaning a score times more frolic and fun 
Than last year when the beach I frequented ; 
And my balance at bank when my holiday's done 
Will be nowise decreased—but augmented ! 

For this year, while the girls by my presence I charm 
On the shore, and sweet love-stories tell them, 

A prodigious big basket 1 bear on my arm 
And confections and sweetstuffs I sell them ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

A PERTHON who lithpth thoundth wordth in thome thententheth 
motht curiouthly, Jutht athk a lithper to thay “thucthetheth,” 
for inthtanth. 

: tomy at the Adelphi Theatre: “The Lights of Ohm.”—Electric 
ights. 

Ir one had some bitter ale in a pail, would the bitter ale be pail 


ale 
THE Latest Thing in “Tights”: Swilltub SLOPER, Esquire, on 
his most recent slakewallow, 


— = 


THE WICKED WORLD. 


- > 
CHAPTER XL—( Continued.) 
“Yes,” said Jack, as he braced himself up for a bold plunge, 
“the fact is that | 
have fallen in love 
with Julliet there, 
and I want to 
marry her, and 
she knows it and 
won't help me out 
a bit with what | 
want to say.” 
Julliet laughed 
shyly as she 
glanced at Jack, 
and as Jack 
caught the glint 
of her eye he saw 
something in it 
which made him 
bolder than ever. 
“And my daugh- 
ter?" said the old 
Count, with dig- 
nity. 
“Oh, she—she 
says she won't 
have me.” 
P| didn't—that 


is, I— 
“ Well, will you, 
Julliet?) Will you 
have me?” 
“Yes,” said 
Julliet, “I will.” 
“And you, sir?” 
said Jack, as he stepped forward and drew Julliet to his side. 
“My daughter's happiness is my first consideration, 1 shall be 
sorry to lose her, but | must have lost her sometime.” 
Jack deliberately kissed Julliet, and then shook the Count’s hand. 
« k here,” he said, “ you are not to lose her; you only gain 
me. You will come with us to England, I didn’t mention it 
before, because | wanted Julliet to have me for myself, but | have 
made a pretty tidy strike out here, I've done well enough to 
paid four hundred a year, and will be able to make it more when 
get to England and clear off encumbrances on my former income. 
You will come with us, and be happy as the day is long in England.” 
“I cannot go with you, Iam sorry to say, but my good wishes 
will be with you. I must return to Italy at once. I have received 
a letter to which [must attend.” 
“And, Julliet, must she go 
too? Notif lean helpit. Julliet, 
will you marry me right away— 
to-morrow?” 
“ As soon as you like, Jack.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

“AND this is merry England,” 
said Jack Milford, as he walked 
along a green English lane and 
looked proudly into the eyes of 
the lovely woman at his side. 
“Do you like it?” 

“Like it! 1 would like any 
place with you, Jack, [tis very 
lovely.” 

“We have only a little bit to 
walk now, and we shall come 
to the place where | was born,” 
said Jack, 

“ Ah, Jack, that is my dread !"* 

“What is it that should give 
you reason for dread?” 

“That you may cease to love 
me,” said Julliet. 

“Cease to—stuff and non- 
sense, Why should my getting 
to my old home cause me to 
change?” 

“You will be among your old 
friends—rich friends, You may 
see others who would have 
been a more fitting mate for 
Lo eri Julliet, with a deep-drawn sigh. 

“Well, 'm—" . ; 

“Stop, Jack. You promised to give up all that,” said Juliet. 

“Astonished !" said Jack. “ Yes, astonished will do, but it would 
have been a great relief to have used a stronger word, Why, you 
know I love you, don't you, Julliet?” 

“1 think so,” said Julliet, demurely. : 

“Continue to think so,” said Jack, “and don't bother yourself 
building up nightmares.” 

Jack and Mrs. Milford had arrived at Southampton the day 
before. They journeyed on to Switchinham, and had resided ina 
hotel, intending to proceed to his old home next day. Jack was 
not sure of the reception he might meet, and, as the day was fine, 
the two decided to walk the four miles which lay between Switch- 
inham and 
Harecliff. 

Jack's only 

brother and 

he had al- 

ways been as 

friendly as (Ay 

twobrothers ‘, 

may be ex- 

pected to be 

who are 

severed by 

ten years of 

age and con- 

siderable 

difference of 

temper; but 

it might be 

that the cir- 

cumstances 

under which 

he had left 

England, 

and the long 

silence _ be- 

tween them, 

might have 

changed 

what for- 

merly was a 

friendly feel- 

ing. As they 

r alk ac 
uoyant e ‘ : 

aon. it wae evident that neither regretted the matrimonial ex- 

periment on which they had entered at Cape Town, ror 

Suddenly Julliet clutched her husband's arm ¢ mvulsively, ane ' 
with a low “Hush!” drew him to one side, as with outstretche: 
finger she pointed anxiously along the read. 

(To be continued neat wee k.) 


“1 want to marry her.” 


Drew Julliet to his side. 


“ And this is merry England.” 


pe 


Oe as 
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THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 269.-THE REV. DR. JOSEPH PARKER, F.O.S. 


“Born very much about the same time that he first saw the 
light, our hero soon gave evidence of his fitness for the profes- 
sion which he now so worthily adorns, To say nothing of his 
evident horror of the partiality for gin cold evinced by the obese 
aud elderly female who, with the doctor, took charge of matters 
some time before his advent, the little stranger soon made it 
apparent that he was piously disposed by almost invariably cry- 
ing to the airs of well known bymns, and snoring gently to the 
peculiar time of many of the celebrated chants, It is hardly 
surprising, therefore, that his parents, nogeing these symptoms, 
shonld select for their offspring a scriptural Christian name, 
and do their utmost to foster the liking which he so soon dis- 
played for all appertaining to the Church. As a lad, nothing 
vave him keener delight than to hide beneath the chair of the 
carnest young curate who was at that time paying his court to 
one of the Misses Parker, whilst the ussiduity with which he 
collected funds for his missionary box from all with whom he 
came in contact, pointed conclusively to future greatness; and 
how far these portents have been fulfilled we leave our readers 
to judge for themselves. Chiefly because he's a clever and fear- 
less preacher, our hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him July 11th, 1891."—Debrett 
Improved. 


FISHY. 
"irst Cyclist, Say, old man, your lamp smells, 
Second Ditto. Garn, ye blarmed idiot! Don'tcher notice we're 
Tassing a fried fish shop ? 


A LARGE ORDER. 
* Have a little more, will you?” Sy Well, very little. Just a 


mouthful. 


STREET CRIES. 


“Say, guv’nor, it strikes me you want a surveyor for 
dilapidations.” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. (Saturday, August 20, 1899. 


HUSBAND AND WIFE. 


ta 


SLOPER taki his morning constitutional at Black pw..1, 
Srerror among the little dears, = 


ith. Are y here by yourself, Mr. Fitzmuff ? 
Edith you down here by you: ; a ; , “Yes, he kissed me at the stage door last night, so 
Fitzmuff. Oh, no, my wife is with me, but we each prefer occupying ourselves in our own way. She's at there!" “Oh! ah! Yes, he told me this morning’ le 
mistook you for me in the dark.” 


present leaning against the next breakwater about fifty yards further on. » 


A STARTLING RESULT. 


(1). os (the distinguished amateur photographer, to admiring friend). Whizzzz! Bang! Then the admiring friend took a seat on the back of his faithful 
“Now, I daresay you would imagine that it requires unusual skill to take a successful Pongo as a playful thunderbolt careered through space and struck the apparatus. - 


photograph of a fiash of lightning? On the contrary, it is the simplest thing in the | ——(4).“H'm!” he remarked a moment later, as heexamined the professor's aay 
nough. 


world.”"——(2). “All that is required is to place the camera in position facing the “a very pretty experiment! Rather trying to the nerves, and a bit too noisy, 
approaching storm, get the correct focus and wait for the next——"——(3), Crash! Hanged if the poor old chappie don't iook quite used up after it!” 


ON THE SANDS. SLOPER'S KISSED. “WHERE, OH! WHERE CAN HE BE?” 


=. “T wonder where that silly pup has gone now? 


“They all love Jack.” No. 23.—Duisy. suppose he is up to some mischief or. other.” 


BA: 


